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On the second night of the UK lockdown the foxes of Finchley Road, north-west London, went 
KABLOOEY in an orgiastic explosion of unbridled LUST. 

Emboldened by the absence of post-pub pissheads and pizza delivery mopeds, the sly furballs 
gathered outside my flat to shag each other's brains out. Their blood-curdling screams of passion 
pierced the chilly midnight air, only dying down whenever another empty night bus trundled past. 

Then it was back to full-on, frenzied RUTTING and lewd VULPINE SQUELCHY NOISES, until the saucy, 
brazen SKULK erupted in waves of spontaneous CUMBUSTION. 

It was more action that I was getting, watching some goof host a pop quiz on Facebook Live. 

Then - deathly silence. The foxes lit up Superkings and drifted into post-coital reveries, blissfully 
unaware of the virus thrashing the crap outta humanity. Well, they weren't gonna root out any 
discarded food in the bins tonight. It was bad news for the mice of Finchley Road. 

The curtains billowed and danced in the wind as I received a vision...a foreglimpse of THE GREAT 
REWILDING OF LONDON. Megabats formed a pulsating ebony cloud over Mayfair's ransacked Qatari 
assets, while chimp troops from Epping Forest ventured into Walthamstow on smash 'n' grab food 
raids. Spider monkeys clambered up BT Tower to avoid the cheetahs roaming Howland Street. 
Dolphins frolicked in Camden Lock. The siren of an overturned ambulance, abandoned in Jubilee 
Gardens, briefly spluttered into life - causing a low-flying buzzard to die of fright and hit the deck. 

I really needed to close the bedroom window. "Can you STOP typing the answers in chat, you bell- 
end ?" the virtual quiz host snapped. 

26/03 

Two weeks ago, Sister #2 was redeployed from her mental health trust to the NHS frontline. I've 
probably got more surgical masks (bought in January for a non-virus-related caper) than she's 
received on the ward. So has half of London, I bet. 

I don't have an opinion on coordinated clapping for NHS staff. Unlike these hip-to-the-jive-daddy-o 
types on Twitter, I don't think it's unspeakably sad. I personally won't, 'cos I don't want my 
neighbours to think I've succumbed to PornHub, but clap away if you please. Maybe spare a few 
claps for the bin crews, keeping slavering rats at bay. For the posties, risking their lungs for your 
eBay steals. For the cleaners. Shit, for the PornHub performers - why not. A job's a job. Gotta keep 
the lonely entertained during the end days. Don't see porn stars being offered face masks either 
though, god knows, the bukkake specialists could do with them. 

And then - SPLAT. My sister got clobbered by the virus. Sent for an early shower. 

You can imagine how I felt. I mean ...the shame of it. We're from Burnt Oak, we're tough: we don't 
get turned over by self-replicating RNA! I had every faith in her recovery - what else could you 
expect from someone who lived next door to The Pogues? - though, naturally, I was worried for a 
while: how I could write a respectful obituary after kicking things off with a lurid depiction of fox 
sex? Clap for the e-zine scribblers: we're under enormous pressure too. 
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The wind batters my flat. A thousand fellow citizens blown away. Harry Enfield's new cop character 
harasses a local shopkeeper for marking safe distances on the pavement in chalk. First C19-related 
dream: I'm working in a hotel in central London and a nervous elderly couple point to their room, 
the door's been smashed off its hinges: "It was on my cardigan...look, look, it's spreading in the 
wardrobe...!" the old biddy shrieks - the virus hops from coat to shirt to dress and onto the carpet, 
stains the floor brown, ripples outwards...the pope counsels thin air in St Peter's Square. 

Hi! I'm offering reading over the phone to those facing the challenges of isolation. This could be a 
novel, some poetry, history or even a cookbook! I'm happy to make suggestions or take reguests. 

Can you talk dirty? Someone contacts our mutual aid group, requests copies of the Daily Mail. 

Woman walks past clutching a 24-pack of bogroll and it seems like an old joke. Two blokes jog side- 
by-side, panting and yapping to each other; a girl veers into the middle of the road to avoid them 
and a car sails past her with inches to spare. 

Imagine the internet conked out and you hid away until 2035 in your own private lockdown. Hey, 
remember those octogenarian Japanese soldiers who spent 60 years sweating it out in some jungle 
in the Philippines, convinced that WWII was still raging? Imagine their mixed feelings when they 
finally emerged into a safer, more peaceful (lol) world. The relief of no longer being a target, of 
getting to return home...tempered by the crushing realisation you've been a total plonker and 
everyone knows it. They managed to avoid Britpop, though, so every cloud and all that. 

Y'know, I'm convinced there was more to that story than the media bothered to report. The 
following's pure speculation, so don't sue me for libel, but here's my take: I think both soldiers 
wanted to stay in the jungle. Homosexuality was still way verboten in the 1940s, and Imperial Japan 
was no exception when it came to intolerance. C'mon, these blokes were smart enough to hide out 
in the trees and live on whatever they could forage or catch. They weren't dummies. They'd have 
surely noticed the total absence of any sounds related to bombs, bullets, warplanes, spy planes or... 
any activity at all, bar the occasional wild boar crashing through the foliage. 

Stranded in the jungle, the two warriors were able to lay down their arms and lie in each other's 
arms instead - free of judgement and persecution in their newfound Eden. 

Of course, all good things must come to an end. Cataracts, arthritis, the infirmities of age...at some 
point, our boys must have realised they were getting too old to hack jungle life. The tropical 
humidity seeping into their bones...the boar dodging their handmade spears more frequently. The 
geriatric duo reluctantly trudged back to civilisation to seek the healthcare they now required. 

So, when they turned themselves in to some Tagalog-barking cop, unaware that societal attitudes 
had moved on a bit since 1942, they were hardly gonna say: "Well, we love each other, and if society 
can't accept that...we'll just head straight back to the jungle, where we can be who we want to be!" 

What the hell were you two doing in there? “Oh...er...erm...we thought WWII was still on?" 

Still, it's a good job they didn't wind up in Vietnam 25 years after going AWOL. Things could've 
gotten really confusing. 
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The feedback from the participants in this trial testing was both positive and enlightening. Our goal 
is to provide our customers with the best product available. 

We are excited to announce that we believe one of the participants, although they do not want to be 
identified, is willing to provide us with a videotaped interview of their experience with a sexbot. 

On a lighter note, one of the participants indicated that they enjoyed a few glasses of wine and 
basically never left their apartment upon receiving their sexbot for an entire weekend. 

Look, today I'm washing my windows, and that's all there is to it. 

LOCKDOWN WEEK ftl LEARNINGS: 

• Despite weeks now lasting months, hours fly by twice as quickly. 

• There really isn't much content on the internet. 

• There's no easy way to stop Microsoft Teams marking your status as 'unavailable' if you 
close the fucking thing down. 

• I'm probably not an alcoholic. 

• Decluttering guru Marie Kondo used to throw away her family's clothes when they weren't 
looking. They suspected, but could never quite work out what was missing from their 
wardrobes - which proved her point, she argues. 

• No-one in my street claps for nuffink. 

• The foxes probably DID find some scran in the bins that night. Panic buyers are now dumping 
uneaten, unwanted food like it's riddled with rabies. Guess that "a cupboard full of 
ANYTHING'S better than nothing!" mind-set evaporates when you're looking at 22 cans of 
French onion soup and Tesco's restocked its pizzas and oven chips. 

• Nobody's stockpiling Easter eggs or chocolate bunnies. 

• I could happily live on cheese on toast (with a dab of California Reaper sauce) forever. 

• Whales are mammals, not fish. According to one whacked-out site I stumbled across, 
anyway. 

• The artwork for Joy Division's Licht Und Blindheit 7" was drawn by renowned sci-fi illustrator 
Jean-Francois Jamoul, and NOT modelled on the 1973 Donald Pleasence-narrated Spirit Of 
Dark And Lonely Water public information film. 

• The woman on the first Black Sabbath LP cover is holding a cat. 

• Regularly handling Reaper sauce reminds you of the importance of frequent hand-washing. 
Currently writing this with an eyeful of napalm and an invisible blowtorch blitzing my cheek. 

• While the other kids played netball, Marie Kondo locked herself indoors, folding towels to 
perfection and plotting global zen minimalist domination. 

• In South Korea, ska combo The Beat are referred to as “The Queen's Beat" 

• No, it really fucking stings. Left nostril gushing now. OK, guess I'll see you in the next PDF, 
unless I end up taking a dirt nap. 


Any musician interested in giving a short performance for someone's birthday who is self-isolated in 
East Barnet very soon? Please get in touch: 



MUSLIMGAUZE: "BABYLON IS IRAQ" (Staalplaat) 

When you die in jihad, you get to meet 72 virgins churning out lost Muslimgauze recordings on 
Staalplaat for all eternity. (ULRIKE MEINKRAFT) 

MAURIZIO BIANCHI: "T.M.C.T.B" (Menstrual Recordings) 

It'd break Marie Kondo's clutter-free heart if she could see the stockpile of 'lost' tapes stuffed down 
the back of Maurizio Bianchi's sofa. Forget 'music': it's now a two-way race between M.B. and 
Muslimgauze to see who can churn out enough archival material to obliterate what's left of the 
ozone layer first - and Muslimgauze has been dead for 21 years (peace be upon him). Rank amateurs 
like Billy Childish and Jandek can only dream of flooding the Earth with as many unnecessary 
releases. It's a two-man locust swarm, blacking out the sun and plunging us into the Second Dark 
Age before coronavirus gets the chance to sink its fangs in. 

I've no clue how legit any of these 'recently discovered private tape from 1980' releases are. The 
label's name suggests some sort of sanction from Bianchi, given the bloke's recurrent obsession with 
Aunt Flo. His other big obsession, of course, is total annihilation of the human race - in fact, I can't 
believe he hasn't already coughed up a COVID-19-related CD. Or maybe he has, but I missed it 
among the other 2,748 tapes he unearthed last week. 

The question is, how many times you can sit through yet another slightly remixed version of Milan 
Bruits ? Word to the wise: get the 10 albums that Alga Marghen reissued back in the late '90s and 
leave everything else to the noise nerds. 

As I understand it, this is the original tape that a youthful, red jumper-sporting Bianchi sent to Come 
Organisation ("boo! hiss!" - everyone who downloaded this zine expecting Wyrd Daze) in 1981, 
hoping that that awfully nice William Bennett chap would press up several hundred copies and help 
transform M.B. into the next S.P.K. Instead, Bennett dubbed a load of nazi speeches over the top, so 
every record shop in the land (bar some dive in Kensington Market) refused to handle it. Bianchi's 
anticipated UK chartbuster had become an edgy fetish object - albeit one you'd never want to 
actually play. The Triumph Of The Will LP's like trying to listen to lo-fi industrial with the History 
Channel blaring in the background. 

Cut Adolf from the mix, though, and what happens? As KonMari might ask: does it spark joy ? Well, 
yeah... it's as enjoyable as grinding half-hour rhythmic noise workouts entitled To Birkenau get, I 
suppose. I have no idea why the first track's called The Maldoror's Coming but it reminds me of the 
existence of Current 93, so I'm deducting a point. I'm docking another point as M.B. later became a 
Jehovah's Witness. So I'd give this one 3 out of 5. It's essentially Symphony For A Genocide -The 
Outtakes, so if you liked that funeral dirge you'll probably dig this one too. Now, close your eyes and 
try to fathom how many archival releases we're gonna get after Bianchi snuffs it. 


I guess Kondo couldn't call herself 'MariKon'. "Fully aware that I was an anomaly when it came to 
tidying, I was not going to let them defeat me". (MARTIN C) 






REVEREND J.M. GATES AND HIS CONGREGATION - "VOLUMES 1-9" (Document) 


One dark night in 1941, Baptist hellfire preacher Reverend J.M. Gates slipped into a studio, 
accompanied by an unidentified entourage, and recorded an incantation against Adolf Hitler. Pretty 
much the inverse of M.B.'s Triumph Of The Will LP, Hitler and Hell captures Gates and his back-up 
chanters invoking God's wrath on the fuhrer, intoning "YOU MUST COME DOWN" over a bed of 
shellac crackle. Four years later, Hitler threw a seven: just saying. 

So, if there's anyone capable of resolving this current crisis, it might be the good Rev. Sure, he's been 
dead longer than Muslimgauze... but could his spectral vibrations halt the coronavirus in its tracks? 
Death's black train is chugging down the mainline, and Gates MIGHT just be the holy roller to derail 
it. Worth a try? Give the protestant a chance? 

Well, as long as you understand that his smash hit Smoking Woman On The Street ISN'T about some 
hot chick on her way to Grodzinski. "MEN...SINGLE MEN...OLD MEN...YOUNG MEN...IS NOT 
LOOKING... FOR A WIFE...WITH A CIGARETTE...ON THE STREET!" the Rev rants, possibly thumping his 
bible on every last syllable. He also doesn't like women crossing their legs and winking at the boys. 

Or boarding aircraft (preposterous). Or driving (lol). Or going down the racetrack (why?). Or 
"CAUSING MEN TO GET IN TROUBLE... ABOUT NOTHING!" - actually, I'm with him on that one. In 
fact, the only women he DOES like are the ones joining in his call-and-response sermons, whooping 
YEAH! ALRIGHT and C'MON! C'MON! with righteous fervour. 

I'd like to nominate Did You Spend Christmas Day In Jail (Death Might Be Your Santa Claus) as the 
best song title ever. The problem is, after sitting through dozens of these sermons, I started to 
wonder if the Rev might have a bigger beef with sinners and their wicked ways than with a deadly 
respiratory syndrome. Might even view the bat flu as our just deserts. Take You Mother Heart 
Breakers, where Gates blasts inner-city punks who shame their mums. Dunno why he singled out the 
Hackney Hell Crew, but it reminded me - I was meant to call her earlier and it slipped my mind. 

Must be my current whirlwind of social engagements. It's hard to not feel personally admonished by 
Gates' ghost after 90 minutes of listening to this stuff. Perhaps it was foolish to seek consolation 
from the man who bragged I'm Going To Heaven If It Takes My Life! Can't we make this 'being alive' 
thing last a bit longer, Preach'? (MARTIN C) 

+++ BONUS SPECIAL FEATURE... 

Drunk CREEL PONE CD-R reviews by ULRIKE MEINKRAFT 

PIERRE HENRY: "MISE EN MUSIQUE DU CORTICALART DE ROGER LAFOSSE" - Pierre Henry attaches 
some sensors to his mate Roger's head and 'plays' his brainwaves. This ROCKS - one of Henry's 
masterworks. Should've been bigger than Parmegiani's De Natura Sonorum (De Natura SNORE-orum 
more like, LOL). ££££{£££]>£ 

CONRAD/GREGOR SCHNITZLER : "CONRAD & SOHN" - Track 1 is similar to Plaza by John Foxx, with 
laser zaps and wailing alley cats replacing Foxx's vox. A massive improvement, in other words! Good 
coldwave/ electro throughout, recommended. ^ ^ 

SALVATORE MARTIRANO: "L's GA - BALLAD - OCTET" - So THAT's where Steve Stapleton stole the 
growling on 150 Murderous Passions... ^ ^ 





TOD DOCKSTADER: "ELECTRONIC VOL 1" - Guess it's passable if you want to toss some random "oh, 
found itfor50p in Sue Ryder" library muzak on the mixtape you're making for that Broadcast fan you 
fancy, instead of admitting you paid £60 for it on Discogs. Bored me to tears. ^ 


VARIOUS: "IOWA EAR MUSIC" - Jazz does less than nothing for me, so no comment. 


MORRIS KNIGHT: "AFTER GUERNICA" - Dull but I liked the bit that sounds like an iceberg cracking. 


MATSUO OHNO: "ROOTS OF ELECTRONIC SOUND" - Complete rubbish - who issued his 
electroacoustic licence? Revoked with immediate effect ^ 

JEAN CLAUDE ELOY: "SHANTI" - Atmospheric late-night tones but goes on too long. ^ ^ 

PIETRO GROSSI: "COMPUTER MUSIC" - Starts with an academic introducing his IBM and its ability to 
burp out Bach symphonies on command. Hilarity ensues as the IBM then goes bananas, sounding 
like a Space Invaders machine having an eppy. Fun, but I'll probably never play it again. ^ ^ ^ 

VARIOUS: "ELECTRONIC MUSIC: UNIVERSITY OF MELBOURNE" - A nice range of experimental styles 
from some boffins in Koala Land. Enjoyable, if not exactly mind-blowing. ^ ^ 

JOCY DE OLIVEIRA: "ESTORIAS PARA VOZ INSTRUMENTOS etc etc"- The instrumental Wave Song is 
worth the price of admission alone. Rest is a mixed bag: I find her vocal theatrics too 'wacky' at 
times. £2* ££ (° r ££ ££ ££ ££ for Wave Song) 

STEVE BIRCHALL: "REALITY GATES" -Who pissed off Steve? ' \_{"J)_r Salty electronics. ^ 

RUTH WHITE: "FLOWERS OF EVIL" - Ace electro-witchery. Get this and you can bin all those awful 
Ghostbox CDs. 

PYTHAGORON: "PYTHAGORON INC." - Pulsating mindfuck from a sinister NYC-based cult. Play with 
extreme caution! ^ ^ 

BERNARD BONNIER: "CASSE-TETE" - Some nice trippy disco/vocal moments, sadly let down by the 
more boring/meandering bits. Could have been trimmed by a good 10 minutes. £2* £ 2> ^2* 

KAREL APPEL: "MUSIQUE BARBARE" - Total chaos. Hear Appel smash up the studio, throw buckets 
of paint around and yell like a crazy man. Far more 'art yob' than that big ol' softy Hermann Nitsch - 

who once lost an Aktionist staring contest to a donkey. ^ 22 > 

Dl JARRELL: "RCA SOUND VOL 5" - Library music-by-numbers, with an Italian prog vibe (ugghh). ^ 

JEAN- BAPTISTE BARRIERE: "PANDEMONIUM" - Apocalypse isn't so funny now, is it? ^ ^ ^ 

AMINADAV ALONI: "ONCE" - Sounds like a porn soundtrack for mouldy old hippies. Ghastly. ^ 

FRANK GARVEY: "OMNICIRCUS" - Frank should have stuck to building robots, tbh. ^ 

VARIOUS: "ELECTRONIC MUSIC FROM YORK" - Once again, Yorkshire proves itself the undisputed 
epicentre of avant-garde high-jinks. 22 22 22 22 











ADVERTISEMENT 



7 DANG IT, MARIE! 
MY TAPE 'S BOM OH 
BANOCAMP FOR TWO 
YEARS-NOT A SINGLE 
SALE! ^4 


WWHYDON 
YOU ADVERTISE IN 
BAT FLU? 29 PEOPLE 
. READ ISSUE ONE > 



r 29?? WHY, room 
MY COM2 one. BOXSET 
TO REACH HALF A 
KJHAT AMOUNT I 


JUST DONATE v 
TO A FOOD BANK* 
SEND 8TI ENQUIRIES 
YOUR ARTWORK 


I 



IT WORKED > Af40f/ SOMfOW JWf 
BOUGHT MY TAPE-I'LL POST IT 
TOMORROW 


p^BUT STEVE, HAVEN'T YOU ^ 
HEARD? WE RE OOINO BACK INTO 
LOCKDOWN RIGHT NOW ..UNTIL 20221 







































